20                      THE   KING'S  AMOUR.

said: O Maharaj, there stands without, at the palace
gate, an old Bhikshuf, a very incarnation of the even-
ing of life; and he sent me to thee, saying: Go quickly,
and bid the King come out to me at once, and bring
his child with him. And I pray the King to show
mercy*. And hearing this, my father was very angry.
And he exclaimed: What! am I become the slave
of an old mendicant? Go, and tell him to be off,
rejoicing that his age protects him. But my mother
said : Nay, be not hasty i do nothing rashly : for who
knows? For what old mendicant would dare to send
the Eling such a message, unless he was something
more? For often it has come about that deities
have come disguised to the doors of kings. More-
over, if he should be irritated, he might possibly curse
the child: whereas, as it is, doubtless he has come
to bless him. So what harm is there in this? Do
thou rather be advised by me, and take the child, and
go and see this old Bhikshu, as he wishes. For the
power of asceticism is more than even that of kings.

So my father, persuaded by her, here as always, took
me up in his arms. And together we went out, not
knowing that we had looked upon her for the last time.
And when we went down, and reached the palace
gate, lo! there stood an old beggar, in a yellow gar-

1 A holy beggar, generally a Buddhist.
* To himself, that is, for bringing such a peremptory order.